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The Invitation
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TWIGS AND STONES TORE at his bare feet as he sprinted through the forest, dodging between the old growth, ducking under low moss-covered branches. His loose clothing stuck to his sweat-drenched body and his heart raced as he scanned his surroundings. Any time now. This is it. Where is he? Coming to a sudden halt, Julius ducked behind a tall shrub. He struggled to control his breath and listened. There. A twig snapped to his right. Siyu was ready to strike. Julius silently stepped into the clearing and waited, all senses on alert.

The explosion of sound was disorienting. Siyu crashed through the underbrush with a primal shout and launched himself at Julius who, although forewarned, was thrown off balance by this new style of attack. Rapidly spinning away to avoid the brunt of Siyu’s extended foot, he slammed his shoulder into a nearby tree and felt the pain radiate down his arm. He focused on his opponent and blocked out the throbbing ache. Using every ounce of his strength and skill, he battled until both he and Siyu bent over at the waist, breathing hard.

“More?”

“No, I think we’re done.”

“Good.” Siyu chuckled. “You almost got me that time. Is your shoulder okay?”

“It’s just bruised. Let’s go have a soak.”

They limped through the forest, toward the house then got in the hot spring, camouflaged in the tree line that bordered the grassy expanse of the lawn. Groaning as the steaming water enveloped him, Julius closed his eyes and felt his muscles begin to relax.

Siyu observed him with concern. “Are you sure you’re okay? I could take it easy on you, but I’m afraid you’d crush me.”

“Since my injury is self-inflicted, that wouldn’t be exactly fair, would it? Your job is to make me fight for my life.”

“It gets more difficult every month. I’ll have to come up with some new strategies.”

Although his eyes remained closed, Julius’ lips curved into a smile. He wouldn’t reveal the effectiveness of Siyu’s noisy attack; that would only encourage him. “I miss sparring with you every day. How’s the school?”

“It’s going well but I miss training with you too. Most students aren’t as dedicated as you.”

“Most?”

Siyu chuckled. “None. Okay? I have never seen such focus and dedication. You’re a beast.”

Laughing, Julius said, “Hungry?”

“Yeah. What’s on the menu?”
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LATER THAT EVENING Julius sat at the desk in his study, surrounded by books and papers. He looked up in surprise when his butler entered with an envelope.

“This arrived by special delivery, Sir.”

“Thank you.”

“Would you like anything else before I retire?”

Studying Oliver, who he preferred calling his personal assistant, he asked, "Are you happy here?" 

“Yes, Sir. Of course.”

“It can’t be very stimulating, especially when I’m away. Do you have any interest in assisting me when I travel?”

“I’m not sure I understand what you do, Sir. Does it have something to do with your research?”

“Yes and no. I work as a consultant in my field of expertise. You could help with things like photography and interviews.” For the first time, he saw a spark of curiosity in Oliver’s eyes, and realized he had made the correct decision.

“Who will take care of the household, Sir?”

“We’ll figure it out. Go ahead and retire for the night and give it some thought.”

“I don’t need to think about it, Sir. I would be honored to assist you any way I can.”

Julius was about to answer when he fished the letter out of the envelope and paused, his eyebrows forming a V above the bridge of his nose. He read through it a second time and levelled his gaze at Oliver. “It appears our conversation is timely. We’ll be heading out early, the day after tomorrow. I’ll inform our client you’re coming, and we can make preparations in the morning.”

Oliver shifted his weight from one foot to the other. 

“Are you having doubts?”

“No, Sir. Well, yes. I don’t want to cause trouble by not being here.”

“It’s basically just you and me anyway. The housekeepers come during the day when we’re here, but if we’re not here, who’s going to dirty the house? And this way, you won’t have to cook and supervise; you’ll have a chance to do something different.”

Oliver’s sudden smile warmed Julius’ heart. “Get some rest and we’ll make plans tomorrow.”

“Yes, Sir.”
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JULIUS SAT BACK TO re-read the letter from his oldest friend. It contained an oddly formal request and Julius suspected Randy wrote out of desperation rather than a desire to reconnect.


Esteemed Dr. Gemütlich,

The police department in Sarterville, Georgia is currently in need of your particular expertise regarding the profiling of an apparent serial killer in our jurisdiction. If you are able to make yourself available immediately and are in agreement with the terms of the enclosed contract, please contact me at your earliest convenience to discuss travel arrangements.

Thank you in advance,

Randall Cranston

Assistant Chief of Police, Criminal Investigations Division



As he flipped through the contract, he smiled at the generous terms. He picked up his phone, stared at it for a moment, and set it down again. It’s late. I’ll call him tomorrow. He rose and turned out the light, before ascending to his room on the second floor, where he dressed in black, in preparation for his covert game.

The night sky, brilliant with a full moon and glittering stars, made stealth problematic. He stood by the side of the house, scanning the property, his eye catching movement along the tree line. The silhouette of an enormous man took form as he cautiously crossed the lawn. Another man of equal size approached the first and after a short, whispered conversation, walked with him back to a further section of trees. Soon Julius established their whereabouts by the burning ends of three cigarettes and took his opportunity. He sprinted in the opposite direction, counting on the glow to obscure the trio’s vision. Once sheltered by the trees, he made his way to the hot spring for his evening soak. He laid his head back and gazed at the stars.

Half an hour later, he sat up when he heard the snap of a twig. “I should really fire you guys.”

“How do you do it? You’re like Crocodile Dundee in the bush.”

“I’m not giving up my secrets but standing together with lit cigarettes is not exactly clandestine.” He smiled when his security guard groaned. He enjoyed the little game they played, excellent practice for all of them. “I’ll be away for a couple of weeks and I’m taking Oliver with me, so no one should be on the grounds. I’ll arm the house, but I’d like you to keep an eye on things.”

“Will do. Don’t worry about a thing.” He grinned at Julius. “Do we get a bonus if we catch you going back inside?”

“That would be too easy.”

The guard snorted then said, “I’ll relay your plans to the others.”

Julius laid back again as the guard slid into the darkness and disappeared. 
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Enter the Brown Man
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HOLDING A SIGN, MARVIN scanned the luggage claim, blinking in surprise at the man who materialized in front of him.

“I believe you’re waiting for me.” The man’s easy smile transformed his indistinct face into a memorable presence. “Julius Gemütlich.” He held out his hand.

“Senior Inspector Marvin Carter.” Marvin shook his hand. “Thank you for coming, Doctor. Can I help you with your bags?”

“I’ll go retrieve them. I saw you standing here and thought I would say hello first. I’ll be right back.”

He turned and vanished. Like a ghost. Marvin experienced a slight chill. As he observed the carousel, he noticed a burst of movement and a small crowd. Approaching a young woman hugging a squirming child he asked, “Is everything okay here?”

“It is now.”

“The boy climbed onto the carousel,” said a nearby witness.

“Lucky that guy was so quick,” added another.

“I didn’t even have a chance to thank him.” The woman hugged her son again.

“Can you describe him?”

Pausing to consider the question, she raised her eyebrows at the other passengers and shrugged. “Brown.”

“Brown?” When she didn’t expound, he said, “Well, I’m glad everything is okay now.” He turned to find Julius standing next to him. “You’re standing right here, and she doesn’t recognize you. It was you, right?” He scanned Julius’ brown hair, brown eyes, and brown suit. Average height. Average Weight. He’s virtually invisible.

Following Marvin toward the exit, Julius said, “An interesting study in observation and psychology, don’t you agree?”

“You do it on purpose.”

“Do what?”

“Make yourself invisible.”

Julius smiled. “I brought my personal assistant along. Here he comes now.”

Marvin gaped. He couldn’t help himself. The invisible man’s assistant, perhaps around thirty, Marvin thought, looked like he belonged on vacation in Miami Beach. Sporting slicked back hair, sunglasses, and the loudest clothing he had ever seen, the assistant drew attention the way his boss deflected it.

Oliver stuck out his fist and said, “Hey man. I’m Oliver. How’s it hanging?” His voice could be heard outside.

Supplying the expected fist bump, Marvin glanced at Julius, who was trying not to laugh. “Oliver’s under cover,” he whispered.

“Yeah. Pretty good, huh?” Oliver wiggled his eyebrows.

“Um. Magnificent,” Marvin mumbled. “Everyone ready to go?” Leading them out of the airport he wondered what Randy had gotten him into.

––––––––
[image: ]


JULIUS OFFERED TO SIT in the back seat of the unmarked vehicle, where he observed the changing city scape and listened to the conversation in the front. He found Oliver’s chatter and Marvin’s non-committal replies illuminating. Oliver embraced his role with such wholehearted enthusiasm, that he suspected his circumspect assistant was never entirely himself at home. 

Conversely, Marvin exuded an almost taciturn demeanor toward Oliver, his discomfiture evident in the stiffness of his shoulders and the formality of his speech. Julius admired his professionalism but hoped he would relax once he got to know them. 

He met Julius’ eyes in the rearview mirror and said, “We’re entering Sarterville now.”

“That was quick.”

“It’s relatively close to Atlanta but cut off because of the distance from the freeway. The downtown area is a little farther.”

They drove on in silence until Marvin pulled up in front of a sizeable, light blue Queen Anne Victorian house and said, “Here we are. I hope you don’t mind, but I booked a room for you in Ms. Evangeline’s Bed and Breakfast. It’s comfortable and walking distance to anywhere you need to go.”

“Thank you.” Julius got out of the car and waited as Oliver removed their luggage from the trunk, then trailed behind Marvin to the front door. A petite middle-aged woman stood waiting for them; her blonde hair shining in the sun, her face wreathed in smiles. “Marv. Thank you for thinking of me.” Her pale, slender arms barely encircled his sturdy frame, fingertips almost touching as she gave him an enthusiastic hug.

Standing two heads taller than their diminutive hostess, Marvin smiled broadly. “Ms. Evangeline, this is Doctor Julius Gemütlich and his assistant, Oliver.”

“Welcome Doctor. Oliver. Marvin was my late husband’s partner. It’s always a pleasure to meet his colleagues.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you too. I’m sorry to hear about your husband.”

“I miss him every day, but I keep busy, and time and the good Lord heal all wounds. Come on in and have a cool drink. Leave your suitcases here in the foyer and I’ll have someone take them to your room.”

Julius and Oliver followed her and Marvin into the front parlor and sat across from them, on elegant Victorian-style loveseats. Julius smiled when his chair embraced him like an old friend. He surreptitiously bounced and ran his hand over the soft fabric.

“It’s surprisingly comfortable, isn’t it?” Evangeline rose to pour iced tea into tall crystal glasses before replacing the pitcher on the coffee table and resuming her seat next to Marvin. “I find the chair by the fireplace is a nice place to read.” She took one of Marvin’s enormous hands in both of her own. Yin and Yang, Julius thought fancifully. 

Looking up at him with inquisitive green eyes, Evangeline asked, “Is Dr. Gemütlich here about the murders?”

“Yes, but we’re not publicizing it.” He pressed his thick lips together.

“I understand. I’ll go in the other room and give you two some privacy.”

“Oliver, perhaps you could lend Ms. Evangeline a hand.”

“Yes, Sir.” 

Julius sighed in relief at Oliver’s resumption of his ordinary role. 
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ONCE THE DOOR CLOSED behind them, Marvin cleared his throat. “Would you like an update now, or would you rather have time to get settled?”

“Why don’t you give me a brief overview, then I’ll take a rest and review the case files at the station.”

Marvin nodded. “The chief said he’ll pick you up for dinner at six, so you can read them in the morning.” He shifted in his seat. “What has he told you so far?”

“Only that he suspects you have a serial killer in the area.”

“Yes. We’ve had three cases in the past three weeks; one was a double homicide, so four murders. All three cases occurred on a Friday and typed Bible verses were left at two of the crime scenes. The first one may or may not be connected. The timing could be a coincidence.”

“Tell me about the victims. Are there any commonalities?”

“No. That’s what’s so puzzling. The first victim was a wealthy Caucasian businessman in his 50s. Widower, one son in boarding school. The housekeeper found his body the next morning. The second two victims were a man and woman, neighbors, 35-45. Middle class, Caucasian, both married but not to each other, no children. They were found in bed together by the woman’s husband. The fourth victim was a small business owner, single, black, 24 years old, her body discovered outside her place of business.”

“They had nothing in common? Hobbies? Neighborhood? Workplace?”

“Nothing we have discovered.”

“Did they know each other?”

“Some of them did. The first victim was a lawyer, for example, and everyone knew him.”

“How about cause of death? Any similarities?”

Carter shook his head. “Stabbing, shooting, and blunt-force trauma.”

“And there was no verse at the first murder?”

“We didn’t find anything. What do you think?”

“I think it’s a good place to start.”

“Do you think we might have a serial killer?”

Julius grinned. “I’m not clairvoyant, despite whatever the chief might have told you. I need more information.”

“Of course.”

“Thank you, Inspector.”

“You’re welcome. See you in the morning.” Marvin stood and left the room and Julius leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes.

As he drifted between a meditative state and sleep, a high clear voice entered his consciousness. Distant strains of a dulcet melody floated through the air, and he wondered momentarily if he had died. He listened for a moment, until the song ended abruptly. Disappointed, he glanced at his watch and realized he had slept longer than he intended. He rose and left his comfortable chair, wandering the deserted downstairs until he found Oliver and Evangeline in the kitchen.

The bright gleaming kitchen suited her. Smiling when she saw him, she continued bustling about the room, a blur of yellow ruffles. “I hope you had a good rest. I’ve got my hands full, but your suitcase is in your room upstairs, third door on the right. We don’t usually lock the bedroom doors but if you need a key, it’s in the nightstand drawer.”

“Thank you very much. I’ll be going out for dinner. What time do you lock the front door?”

“You’ll find a card for keyless entry in the drawer as well. I like everyone to be in by eleven but since you’ll be meeting with Chief Cranston, just let yourself in whenever you return.”

Julius raised an eyebrow in amusement. “No secrets here, apparently.”

“Sorry. Marv told me.”

He chuckled on his way upstairs, where he found a double bed and two suitcases. Returning downstairs, he entered the kitchen and stood silently until Evangeline noticed him.

“Is anything wrong?”

“Well...” Julius glanced at Oliver before continuing. “Are we expected to share a room?”

Evangeline’s eyebrows rose. “Marv only reserved one. All of the others are occupied.”

“Do you have a cot?”

“No. I’m sorry.”

Oliver took a step back, eyes wide, as Julius considered his hostess. Finally, he shrugged. “I suppose we have two options. I can purchase a cot, or I can find a room elsewhere.”

“Nooo,” Oliver said.

“Or we could get two rooms elsewhere, I suppose. Staying in the same room is not ideal, and both of us sleeping in that small bed is not possible.”

“I’ll buy a cot and have it delivered. I—I didn’t realize...” Her face flushed pink to her hairline. “I’m so sorry. One of the other rooms will be vacated in a couple of days.”

Julius nodded his assent. “I’ll go up and change for dinner then. Thank you.” He returned upstairs, removed his brown contact lenses, and took his shower. 
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Reunion
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RANDY WAS CHATTING with Evangeline in the foyer when he caught sight of his oldest friend, descending the stairs. 

“Julius!”

“It’s good to see you.” They embraced briefly, clapping each other on the back.

“Thank you for coming without much notice. I see Carter got you the best digs in town.”

Evangeline, who had been staring, blushed pink. “I really appreciate how you guys help me out. It makes a big difference.”

Randy leaned over to give her a side hug. “We recognize quality when we see it.”

Still staring at Julius, she blurted, “You look like a different person.”

“Was he playing the brown man again?”

She nodded, studying his worn blue jeans, snug maroon t-shirt, green eyes, and spiky hair. “How do you do that?”

“Trade secret.” He winked. 

“I’ll let you two get on with your evening. I’m still working in the kitchen. It’s good to see you, Randall.”

“Good to see you too, Ms. Evangeline.”

The men watched her go, then Randy said, “She’s a good woman. Are you hungry?”

“Starved.”

“I decided we should eat at my place so we can talk.”

“As long as you aren’t cooking.”

“I hired a caterer.”

They kept the conversation light on the drive to Randy’s house but once seated in the living room, the atmosphere thickened with unspoken thoughts. He poured them each a generous glass of whiskey and started a fire before easing into his recliner.

“How’s Sandra?” Julius asked.

Randy set down his glass and stood abruptly. “She’s getting remarried. I’ll check on dinner.”

Quickly exiting the room, he stopped in the hallway and leaned against the wall, briefly closing his eyes. Then he straightened his spine with resolve, took a deep breath, and continued down the hall. The caterer gave him simple instructions and said he would return for the dishes the next day. After seeing him out, Randy poured himself another drink, which he swallowed in one gulp, then headed back to the living room, bracing himself for the worst.

To his surprise, Julius didn’t mention Sandra again. He looked up when Randy entered and said, “What’s for dinner?”

“Come on back and see.” He pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and mopped his forehead as he led the way to the kitchen. Julius made him nervous. Nothing escaped his notice. He would bet his last dollar that if he blindfolded Julius at that moment, he could describe him and his house in minute detail. “Have a seat.”

They dished out salad and Julius said Grace before picking up his fork. Sniffing the air appreciatively, he said, “Lasagna?”

“Your nose never fails. I’m breaking my diet for you, by the way. How do you manage to always stay the same weight?”

Julius smiled slowly as he chewed his lettuce. “I’m not the same weight, you know.”

“You’re very fit.”

Julius gazed at him. 

I never have any idea what he’s thinking. Is he judging me? He probably thinks Sandra left me because I don’t have any self-control.

Pushing his salad around on his plate, he asked, “Ready for the lasagna?"

“Absolutely.”

Randy cut two large pieces and took them to the table, along with a basket of breadsticks. Julius piled more salad on his plate. “Make sure to leave room for dessert.”

“Don’t worry. I am a bottomless pit.”
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RANDY REFILLED HIS whiskey twice and bypassed his salad to make room for seconds and dessert. I could tell him how I maintain my weight and agility, but it wouldn’t do him any good. He recalled Randy’s taunts from long ago. ‘It's no wonder you don't have a girlfriend. You should be a monk. Don’t you have any guilty pleasures?’ If he only knew. Julius had never told anyone about the day Tammy died. God knew though, and after twenty years he still struggled with his guilt.

Randy offered him more whiskey, but he covered his glass with his palm.

“Shtill the monk,” Randy slurred.

Glancing at him sharply, Julius speculated how many drinks he’d consumed. He’s never been a lightweight. He must have started before I got here. “A little is a treat. Too much gives me a nasty hangover in the morning.” Julius smiled. “You’re having a tough time. Do you want to talk about it?”

“You alwaysh had a thing for Sandra. How can I talk to you about her?”

“My thing as you call it, was over a long time ago.” He felt a pang in his chest. “Once you married her, she was off limits. But I see you haven’t gotten over her. What happened?”

Randy took a gulp of whiskey and swayed a little. “She left me for the guy she’s marrying. Said I work too much. Drink too much. Ignore her. Lesh go sit by the fire. I don’ wanna talk about it.” He rose and gingerly picked up his glass, then led the way back to the living room. Walking carefully, almost daintily to one of the recliners, he set his glass down on an end table with meticulous precision.

Concerned, Julius sat in the matching recliner and scrutinized his friend. How long has this been going on? He needs help. Julius was considering how to broach the subject when the snoring began. It won’t be tonight, anyway. Rising with a sigh, he returned to the kitchen to clean up the dishes and put the food away, then found a blanket for Randy and let himself out of the house.

A jumble of unrelated thoughts robbed Julius of his usual perceptiveness. Images from the past flashed through his head, blinding him to his surroundings. He stopped in a darkened park and sat cross-legged in the grass, relaxing his mind and letting his thoughts flow unchecked. Visions of a young Sandra, his discussion with Randy, his solitary existence, the singing angel at the B&B. He remained immobile for a long time, until his mind stilled, then he stood and began his tai chi forms. When at last his head was clear, he walked back to the B&B where he found Oliver sitting on a cot, waiting for him.

“How was your dinner, Sir?”

“It was—interesting. You did a marvelous job today. I’m sorry about the room situation.”

“It’s okay. I really enjoyed our trip. I channeled my eccentric uncle from Florida.”

Julius chuckled. “How have you managed to hide all that flamboyance for so many years?”

“It’s so much fun. I think I might have to take tap dancing lessons or something in my spare time.”

“You’re scaring me a little.”

“Don’t worry, Sir. I still remember my place.”

Smiling and changing the subject, Julius said, “While we’re here, I don’t want to be seen together, unless I need you to provide a distraction.” Then, when Oliver’s face fell, he continued, “It’s not because I don’t want to be seen with you; it’s because I want you to do some undercover work. You can be my eyes and ears in places where I would stick out, and you can serve as a diversion when I’m snooping.”

“What exactly are we doing here, Sir?”

“We’re here to help the police catch a murderer.”

“Is that a joke?”

“No, I work as a consultant. That’s why I’m away from home a lot.”

“You’re a policeman?”

“Not exactly. You know all the books and papers on my desk?”

Oliver nodded.

“Have you ever read any of them?”

“I’ve looked at them.” He lowered his head. “They seem very complicated.”

“I do research and write articles about the connection between theology and psychology, but I started out studying criminal justice and have become something of an expert in profiling.”

“Profiling, Sir?”

“I help the police figure out what kind of person might be committing murders.”

“Isn’t that dangerous?”

“Possibly. That’s why I’m keeping a low profile and why you won’t be directly involved.”

“I understand, Sir. Just tell me what to do. I won’t ask too many questions.”

“For now, maintain your undercover persona and act like a tourist. Listen to gossip, find out where the locals hang out, and have fun. I’ll give you other assignments once I learn more about the case.”

Grinning, Oliver said, “I can’t wait to start.”

“We’ll have a busy day tomorrow so let’s get some sleep.” He glanced ruefully at the cot. “You don’t mind?”

“I’ll manage, Sir. It’s only for a couple of nights.”
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EVANGELINE WAS BUSY preparing breakfast when Julius entered the kitchen the next morning. Inviting him to sit at a long table, covered in a floral-patterned cloth, she asked if he would like coffee or tea.

“A large glass of water, please.” He scanned the kitchen, noting the chaotic disarray. “Would you like help with the cleanup?”

“No thank you.” She smiled. “I’ll be done by the time all the guests have eaten.”

“Where are they? I haven’t seen anyone since we got here.”

“They might all be sleeping. You’re an early bird.” She brought his water. “What would you like for breakfast? We have eggs, pancakes, bacon, and fresh fruit this morning.”

“Eggs and fruit would be wonderful.”

“How do you like your eggs?”

“Is poached too much trouble?”

“Not at all. Help yourself to the fruit.” She set a bowl on the table. “Would you like toast? Or yogurt?”

“Yogurt sounds good.”

“Are you on a diet?”

Julius chuckled. “No. I splurged last night and I’m feeling it.”

She brought him a plate of eggs and a carton of yogurt and sat with him at the table. “What did you splurge on last night?”

Julius cut into a perfectly cooked poached egg and recited the menu. “Everything was delicious, but I woke up stiff and bloated. I’m not sure if it was worth it. Could I bother you for another glass of water?”

“Yes. Of course.” She popped out of her chair. “I’ll bring a pitcher if you like.”

“I don’t want to trouble you. I’ll be heading out soon.”

“It’s no trouble. I’ll remember tomorrow. Tell me about your job.” She placed a pitcher of ice water on the table and resumed her seat. “Marv said you’re from out of town.”

“I’m a niche consultant. I’m not sure how much the police want to divulge, so I’d rather not be too specific.”

“I understand. My husband was always closemouthed about his cases, more than Marv.” She smiled.

Finishing his water, Julius stood. “Thank you for breakfast.” And the warning. I won’t confide in Marvin Carter until I can be sure he won’t inadvertently leak something important.

​​
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The First Four
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MARVIN WAS WAITING in the incident room when Julius arrived. He held a donut in his right hand and a coffee mug in his left. 

“Good morning,” Julius smiled. “Are you left-handed?”

Taking a final bite of donut and setting his coffee on the desk, Marvin stared at him. “Yes. How did you know that?”

“I’m just practicing. I am too.”

“Well, here are the files, and the incident board as you can see.” He glanced at the watch on his right wrist. “Our debrief begins in an hour, so I’ll be back. Help yourself to a donut,” he added as he left the room.

Julius eyed the donuts with distaste and took a bottle of water from his backpack. He scanned the minimalist antiseptic room. Aside from the desk, a flat screen television, and the incident board, only two rows of gray metal chairs disrupted the sea of white. White walls, white tile, whiteboard. He sat on the uncomfortable metal chair behind the desk and opened the first file. The medical examiner’s preliminary report, the full autopsy report, reports on the weapon and blood spatter, photos, interviews. He had a lot to catch up on and none of the crime scenes remained intact.

He took notes, but by the time he had perused all three files, the data was mud, like too many colors on a palette. Randy entered the room and approached the desk. “I’ve postponed our meeting because I realize
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